THE THIRD ACT

The Scene is the same as in the preceding Acts. It is early morning
on the following Wednesday. The dead ashes of yesterday* s fire
are still in the grate. Not far away is heard the ringing of a
church bell TO call the faithful to the first service,

MRS. WHARTON is standing by a table on which is a large basket of
white flowers which she had just brought in from the garden.
She picks up a rose9 and with a faint smile gives it a little
caress. SYLVIA comes in from the garden.

SYLVIA: [With surprise} Mrs. Wharton!

MRS. WHARTON: Oh, Sylvia, is it you?

SYLVIA: It startled me to see you there. I came in this way
because I saw the door was open and your front-door
bell's so noisy. I thought if the Colonel was asleep it
might wake him.

MRS. WHARTON: It's early, isn't it?

SYLVIA: Yes, I'm on my -way to the early service. I thought

I'd look in just to ask how the Colonel was. But I didn't

expect to see you. I thought Kate or Hannah might be

about.

MRS. WHARTON: George is dead, Sylvia.
SYLVIA: [In amazement} Mrs. Wharton!
MRS. WHARTON: He died quite peacefully about an hour

ago.   I've just been to gather some flowers to put in his

room.
SYLVIA: Oh, Mrs. Wharton, Fm so sorry, I'm so dreadfully

sorry for you.
MRS. WHARTON: [Patting her hand.} Thank you, my dear;

you've been very kind to us during these days.

SYLVIA: Where is John?
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